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One Attempt at Management 


Author's Notes: 
Chrisxdon, much to Bill\'s chagrin. This takes place in 1969, when everybody\'s living in that terrible house 
together. Exactly 1,000 words, somehow! Can\'t remember how | made that happen. 


Bill assessed the situation. 


He lay in bed. Lights off, four AM. He'd folded a pillow about his head so he anchored himself in place, on his 
back, facing the ceiling. His eyes, no matter how hard he tried, refused to stay closed for longer than a few 
seconds, and his ears promised just as much defiance. He heard them in the next room in intervals; muffled 
moans from Chris and hushed giggles from Jon. Sometimes Bill made out a word. "Stop." "Nice." "More." Each 
other's names. Pieces of phrases. Sighs that became gasps and then wailing alto pleas. He devoted himself to 
trying to forget what he'd heard as soon as he had so he wouldn't be able to string it all into a narrative, but 
with his eyelids pressed together so hard they trembled against one another, he found himself picturing it: 


Jon, on his back, lips red and puckered as unintentionally as ever, the dark waves of his hair fanned out across 


his pillow like the surface of the ocean, alternating between grasping at the sheets and reaching up to encircle 


Chris' shoulders. Jon belonged there, it was his bed, after all, but then up above him would be Chris, snickering 
when Jon cried out for him, running his long fingers across Jon's skin, rubbing, encircling--sigh--invading, If Bil 
could make himself picture only Jon, he could perhaps stand to loosen his grip. But it was the Fish doing it all 
to Jon, the Fish making him writhe and let out sweet little moans, the Fish actually moving around and doing 


something for once in his life. No wonder Jon forgave him every time he spent two solid hours in the bath. 


Not that Jon took any kind of particular rage out on Bill, either. Jon didn't take any kind of particular anything 
when it came to Bill. He supposed He still struggled to decode Jon's syntax, but he spoke pleasantly enough, at 
least. So pleasant. So adorable. Why the Fish, though. 


The house only fell silent when they moved in and kissed. 
Bill could approach this one of three ways. 


He could put one of those fists of his to good use and bang on the wall that separated his room from Jon's. It 
would be rude of him, of course, but then again, they weren't very well taking the considerations of others to 
mind, themselves, were they? Some stealth, Bill thought. Between Peter and Tony and himself, it was an 
unspoken thing that they knew; only Jon and Chris themselves went unaware that anyone else knew about 
them. If he went and thumped and told them to shut their ruddy mouths, already, someone-~likely Bill himself, 


he of the DOA patience--would cause a scene the next day when the incident came up. 
So, nope. 


On the other hand, Bill could turn on some music. Something nice. Certainly not mood music for the two of 
them, though he'd spent enough nights wondering what exactly he'd choose to put on if he ever managed an 
opportunity with Jon. He had a hard time keeping those records out of the option pool. Regardless, though, 
Tony and Peter had sleep to get, too, and they were innocents. Spare them. 


Bill allowed himself a moment to remind himself that someday Robert Fripp would give him a call and he'd be 
out of this house, away from Peter and Tony and Chris and his flooded bathrooms and Jon not even 
peripherally taking any of his hints. Bill only lost his continence for that precious obliviousness when it aimed 


itself at him. Someday Robert Fripp would call 

"Harder," Jon said 

Ugh. Also nope. 

Finally, Bill could stay there in his bed and keep trying not to listen. And he settled on this, briefly, before he 
gave up, because it was the same thing. He released the pillow from the sides of his face. If he could hear 


while using it as a pair of earmuffs, why bother at all? Might as well get the whole story. 


Even if the whole story consisted of sweet unintelligible nothings. He could only distinguish one voice from the 
other, Chris taking a long time to say something slow and probably sleazy, and Jon whispering something back, 


high and awed. They grew quieter and quieter. Together. Drawing nearer to each other. Just drawing nearer. 
Get it over with. 


Bill lifted his arm into the air. His fingers traced patterns in time with the lessening sounds he could hear. It 
was idle work He wondered how long they'd been at it; not that night, of course, he'd been there for that as 
much as if they'd invited him along. He imagined they must have started the night they met, since Jon had 

explained it with such reverence, such romance. Set up as if on a blind date and only a few hours later, they 


ended up at Chris‘ flat. "To write music." 
lf that's how it had been then, they conducted a quiet symphony now. 


His fingers hit the wall behind his head. Chris' resurgent groan drowned out the tapping sound, a moment later, 


Jon's rapturous, airy sigh silenced the scraping of Bill's nails down the wall. 

Bill assessed the situation. 

He lay in bed. Lights off, five AM. He flopped onto his side, and with nothing more to hear, nothing more to 

keep his eyes open, he tried to sleep. But a room over, Jon lounged in his bed, dewy and flushed and panting, 
rolling into Chris' arms, if he could get himself to move at all. Chris held him in place, the whole of his long 


body curling around Jon's tiny frame like the tail of a cat. 


And without a thought to the man in the room beside them, positive or negative, hate or love, private distaste 


or subdued pleasantries, even neutral, they fell asleep holding one another. 


Someday Robert Fripp would call. Bill knew it would happen before Jon ever noticed him. 


